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Author's Notes: 
This is the most NC-IT porny thing |\ve written in a long time. That\'s what happens if you write from Nick\'s 
POV. | want to write prettily again. Oh well 


This will eventually be sorted into my fanficl0O table over on livejournal, when all parts are completed. 


It wasn't supposed to be like this. Nick raked back the non-existent hair on his head - a nervous habit he'd 
never been able to shake - and sighed before ordering another drink. That would push the uneasy thoughts 


away. 


Josh would stick his dick in anyone and anything, they'd laugh. Like most jokes this one hinged on a tiny grain of 
truth. Josh wasn't the most selective of guys. The only person he kept coming back to was Nick, knocking on 
the door at stupid fucking o'clock, sniffing a lot and with a stupid smile on his face. Sometimes he'd bring 
someone else and swagger even more. And Nick would always always let him in. It wasn't even a conscious 


decision anymore. 


It got worse on tour, Nick found he'd have to go out to clubs with Josh, just to keep an eye on him. It was 


better than waiting up for him, shirt off, whiskey glass in one hand, the other hand tapping out a familiar beat 
on what seemed like the same arm of the same hotel chair. 


The other week, that's when it started. The same knock on what seemed like the same door in the same 


fucking hotel. Nick swayed to his feet and unlocked the door. Josh strode in, smirking, and behind him.. 
Troy. 


Nick raised his eyebrows, a little surprised despite himself. Despite the knowing looks he had seen flash 
between the two of them at soundchecks and on the tourbus, he had never really thought of it as much more 


than mutual smugness. It didn't really come off as desire, it was more like clash of the fucking egos. 
And why did they need Nick there for that? 


Nick sneered and downed his drink before joining the two of them in silence, sitting on the bed. Troy always 
seemed like a goodie-two shoes teenager to Nick, he had clearly never got past the awkwardness of 
adolescence. And yet.. Nick watched Troy lean over and kiss Josh full and deep on the mouth and fuck him if 
his cock didn't twitch a little at the sight. Oh hell. 


Nick sighed quietly, pursed his lips slightly and got right down to it, sliding Josh's fly open. That was the only 
reason he was involved, after all, he was a catalyst, a medium through which they could settle their fucking 
alpha male bullshit. And so he rubbed Josh through his boxers as Josh bit him lightly on the shoulder. Troy 
slid his hands over Nick's chest and tweaked and pinched his nipples in a way that suggested he knew exactly 
what he was doing. Fuck, it was good. Nick felt his cock harden. He decided to pick up the pace and struggled 
with Troy's shirt buttons as Josh sighed and struggled with Nick's fly. Some buttons went flying and Nick 
threw himself on top of Troy, pinning his wrists down and shoving his tongue roughly down Troy's throat. 


Nick could feel Josh dragging his jeans and his boxers off roughly and he cursed deeply into Troy's mouth as 
the friction between the material of Troy's pants and Nick's cock trapped between them threatened to 
overwhelm him. Nick growled and began to bite and suck at Troy's neck. Troy laughed and Nick got a sudden 
small feeling in the pit of his stomach, when he realised that Troy wasn't even looking at him. 


He was staring up where Nick couldn't see, up at Josh. 


Nick felt Josh's hands clasp his hips and heard a rough command to move so he was supporting his own 
weight, his legs spread. Troy took the opportunity to free his arms and his own belt with a jangle and eased 
his pants down. His stiff cock rubbed against Nick's and Nick felt his whole world suddenly shrink and become 
more intense when the familiar sensation of Josh's middle finger pushed slowly, forcefully, into his ass, twisting 
around his knuckle, making Nick gasp and arch his back and moan and hiss and swear. Troy chose that moment 


to return to playing with Nick's nipples. Nick cursed louder. 


Then Josh added his forefinger to the party in Nick's ass, and Nick swore that he was going to fuck Josh up. 
He heard Josh laugh again and felt the vibration of Troy's laugh more than he heard it. Josh gave his fingers 


another twist and Nick's hips buckled. Troy grabbed Nick's head and began biting at Nick's lips while pinching his 
nipples so hard that Nick was having a real hard time working out the difference between pain and pleasure. 


Fuck it, there was no fucking difference! 


Nick growled as he felt Josh withdraw his fingers and then the larger man eased his weight on top of Nick's 
back. Nick's arms shook with the strain as he felt Josh nibble on the top of his ear. 


Nick felt a hand - fuck knows whose - at his ass, guiding Josh in. Then Nick felt himself stretch and his limbs 
shook as Josh eased himself into him. White hot heat as Josh filled him up tight and Nick jutted his ass up 
hard to Josh's hips in his need to take it all, take all that Josh could give him. Nick grit his teeth and swore 
through them in frustration. 


Mercifully, Troy took that moment to reach down and stroke his hand over both his and Nick's cocks, as 
though they were one large one. Josh began to move slowly and rhythmically on top, breathing heavily in Nick's 
ear as he moved deeper within Nick. Nick swore and moaned and mumbled incoherently, but although he felt 
Troy's hand move more roughly along his cock, he couldn't shake the feeling that both Troy and Josh were 
looking straight through him at each other, locked in their own personal power play. 


But when it felt this good.. who gave a shit? 


Nick felt like he was being split open wide and that his cock was going to punch a hole through Troy's hip if 
Josh moved any more roughly. And he loved it. Fucking adored every second of it. Until it ended. 


Fuck, both Josh and Troy moved faster and faster, and Nick grit his teeth, moving in syne with them both, 
feeling the pressure building and wanting it all to last so much longer. But fucking hell, it was all too much. 
Josh thrust extra hard into Nick, who jutted right into Troy's hand. Nick's arms and legs shook as his eyes 
rolled back in his head and he let out a bloodcurdling scream, coming so intensely he thought he would die. He 
came all over Troy's taut stomach as he heard Josh behind him let out a long moan and buckle into him one 


final, sweet, time. 


The pressure on Nick's back lifted and Josh withdrew, and Nick rolled off Troy, who was still hard. Troy 
gestured to the mess Nick had left on his body, and Nick shrugged before he slid down and began to lap it up 
with his tongue. Josh swigged straight from the bottle of whiskey before rejoining them on the bed, lying on 
the other side of Troy. Troy moved around so he was facing Nick, and Nick took this as his cue to grasp 
Troy's dick and guide it into his mouth. He sucked smoothly yet vigorously, and out of the corner of his eye he 
saw Josh move his arm around and begin to play with Troy's nipples. Nick's cock twitched, he was not ready to 


begin again but the way Troy closed his eyes at that was hot as fuck. 

Nick felt Troy's hips twitch and took that as another cue - a cue to take as much of him into his mouth as 
possible, relaxing his throat muscles. Troy groaned and Nick saw that Josh had started to lick his way down to 
Troy's spine. Troy clutched at Nick's shoulders and it was Nick's turn to laugh. Well, vibrate. 


Josh was whispering now, as he made his way down Troy's spine. "You fucking little slut, you love this too 


much, you're going to take everything | give you and more, I'm going to fucking own you." 


Nick felt himself getting half hard again - fucking hell. He carried on sucking as Troy's eyes opened again and 
he sneered, "In your fucking dreams, | can take this. You're too into yourself." as he spread his legs apart 


slightly. 


Then Troy let out a moan as Josh's tongue reached it's destination at the cleft of his ass and Nick took the 
opportunity to move his mouth up to the underside of Troy's cock head before plunging his mouth down full 
again. Troy's slender hips jumped again and his whole body shivered as Josh's tongue moved inside his asshole. 


Nick's cock was feeling unloved and so his left hand strayed down beneath his thighs and grasped it firmly, he 
began to stroke himself in time with the movement of Troy's hips. Nick's head was so close to Josh's, that out 
of the corner of his eye as he sucked, he could see exactly what Josh was doing with his tongue, licking 
around that tiny pucker and moving the very tip of his finger inside. Nick found himself moaning in time with 


Troy, despite his best intentions. Josh chuckled at that. 
Then suddenly everything changed. 


Josh stopped what he was doing, and shoved at Nick's shoulder until Nick moved his mouth from Troy's cock. 
Troy opened his eyes and glanced, then glared, at Josh. 


Nick found himself sitting on the far corner of the bed, ignored, while Josh and Troy rolled over the bed, 
fighting but not yet fucking, grappling over who would top. Nick watched, transfixed as finally Troy rolled on top 
of Josh, but instead of pulling Josh's legs apart as Nick - cock now in hand again - would have done, Troy took 


Josh's hand and led it to his own ass as he bit at Josh's lips. Nick watched the two men intently and tried his 


hardest to slow the hand on his dick down a little. He wanted to savour this. 


Troy eased himself onto Josh's cock, gasping at the width of it and Josh too let out a deep moan. Troy began 
to ride Josh hard and fast while Josh grabbed his hips and moved in time. Nick noticed that Josh's face was 
flushed and figured that Troy was probably flexing around him as Josh thrust. Troy kept slapping Josh's hand 
away from his own cock, and Nick, wondering what Troy had in mind, tried desperately to slow his hand down 
some more. Fuck, it was hard, seeing those large hands clamped so hard around Troy's hips, seeing Josh's light 
eyelashes flickering wildly and hearing Troy make those guttural noises that Nick always heard the first time 
Josh fucked someone up the ass, nice and tight. 


Nick clenched his teeth, desperate not to lose control of himself. 


It was over all too soon for Nick's liking - Josh arched his back and let out a deep resonating groan that 


seemed to fill the whole room up as his hips buckled and Troy kept riding Josh's orgasm out until the end. 


Josh looked wasted. His face was red, he was sweating - to Nick he basically looked completely fucked, beautiful 
too - and Nick decided that Troy had definitely been flexing like a pro. Fuck. Troy got up quickly, smirking as 
Josh lay there exhausted and panting. He pulled Josh's legs apart, got on top of him and pushed his dick home. 


Fuck. Nick nearly fell off the edge of the bed as Josh let out a loud whimper, frustrated at having no form of 
release as Troy fucked him aggressively in short, sharp strokes. Nick decided Josh had never looked hotter. 
Josh began to swear softly as Troy lost all control and started to fuck Josh so hard that his head was hitting 
the headboard of the bed with every thrust. 


Even though it probably only took five minutes, it felt like a lifetime to Nick before Troy's legs and toes and 
neck tensed up and he moaned long and hard as he came inside Josh, winning their little battle as Josh mewed 


and begged for release. Nick came there and then, hard and fast but it was lacklustre compared to the build- 
up. 


Nick felt he had seen enough, and he was being ignored anyway. He felt sick at being suckered into this power 
play and slowly slipped on his pants before he hobbled down the hallway to Josh's room. Neither of them 
noticed, neither of them cared. He got very little sleep that night, he drank Josh's entire mini bar instead, and 
burnt holes in the bedding with his smokes. 
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Nick sat at the bar, angry at how the memory of that night still gave him a hard on. He swigged the last of 
his whiskey and ordered another one, desperately trying not to reflect on recent events. It didn't work His mind 


was racing. 
The next night, Josh didn't come back to Nick's room. 


Nick half expected it, but, fuck, it was still a shock. He got blind drunk at some bar, and to drown out the 
hammering in his head, used his charm to get two girls into bed. Easy. Took some more bullshitting to get 
their male friend to suck Nick off as he watched the two girls get it on. 


He didn't feel any better afterwards, in fact he just felt worse. And during the day, things were strange, weird 
looks and pauses, Troy looking more smug and more punchable than ever. And Josh.. Josh was unreadable to 
Nick, completely blank. Nick found he was smoking more, and trying to think less. All the same, the second night 
after they had all fucked, Nick found himself following Josh and Troy to some nightclub, someplace. 


Nick pretended he was listening to the girl talking in his ear, but even though her hand was sliding up his knee, 


his eyes and concentration were focused entirely on Josh and Troy in the corner of the club. 


Fuck, they were sitting so close, not even trying to hide it. Josh had always stressed the importance of playing 
it straight in public. The secrecy thing that Josh sang about in so many songs, he really believed in it, he 
hated strangers thinking they knew all about him, his music and his life. So Nick had always grinned and borne 
it, safe in the knowledge that the hotness back in the hotel room was more than worth it. 


But Josh and Troy.. they were sitting so close, their legs touching, Troy was whispering into Josh's ear and 
Josh was clutching Troy's lapel.. and it was so fucking obvious, Nick wondered why it was just him staring at 


them in the smoky club. 


Troy caught sight of Nick as he looked around He gave Nick the most arrogant look Nick had ever seen and he 
tensed up with rage so much that the girl who was talking to him realised his attention was elsewhere. She 


swore at him and strode off. 


Nick barely registered this, he was intently watching as Troy moved his mouth close to Josh's ear and began 
murmuring again. He was also fiddling with Josh's wrist, and Nick realised that Troy was taking one of Josh's 
leather straps off. 


Troy pulled the strap free from the buckle and whispered in Josh's ear again. Nick watched, incredulous, as 
Josh allowed Troy to push the leather strap firmly into his mouth. He bit down on it and Nick could see Josh 
clench his jaw and close his eyes and Troy hissed something in his ear and quickly rubbed Josh's crotch 
through his jeans. Josh hung his head back and Nick couldn't hear it, but he was certain Josh was moaning 
past the heavy, tough material. Nick shifted in his chair, angry at the way this new view of Josh was having 
such an effect on his body; he could feel his cock stiffening against his leq and swore under his breath. But he 


couldn't look away. 


It was easy as pie for Troy to lead Josh out of the club, giving Nick a knowing look as they passed him. Josh 
didn't even notice Nick. 


Nick lit a cigarette and took two puffs quickly before putting it out on his arm, and finishing his beer in one 
easy motion. He made his way to the bar, pushing into this young punk, who swore at Nick. Nick laughed at him 
and deliberately pushed him again. The boy then punched Nick. Head reeling, Nick realised his cock was stiffening 


more. 
Nick gave the kid a light beating, and was escorted out of the premises roughly by security. 


The next morning, on the tour bus, Nick caught sight of the leather band on Josh's arm. It was almost 


unrecognisable, worn and completely covered with bite marks. Nick looked away. 


Josh stopped looking at Nick A pain would hit the centre of Nick whenever Josh would lean by him, or walk 

past avoiding touching Nick in any way, shape or form. Nick couldn't get over how he couldn't get close enough 
To inhale that scent that always drove him crazy. His scent, the smell that permeates so many memories, so 
many addictions. Whatever scientist decided you can't remember scent, has never inhaled the essence of Josh. 


All Nick had was the memory of it. He was going cold turkey. 


Josh was always looking at Troy. Nick would only ever see the back of Josh's head now, but he still knew what 
sort of expression he was pulling though, from the way he was standing, the way his head was cocked. 


It wasn't so much that Nick wanted Josh, it was more that he needed him. 


Josh neither wanted nor needed Nick He seemed to need something that only Troy could give him. Flashes of 
the chewed up wristband. Flashes of Josh's flushed face, his head hitting the headboard. It kept coming back to 
Nick, tormenting him as much as it kept turning him on. He saw them in an alleyway, Troy forcing Josh's head 
down hard, fucking his head against the wall. Nick bit back his groan as he moved his hand over his dick in the 
shadows. Fuck. Josh needed Troy and Nick needed to watch. Didn't want to watch, hated himself afterward, 
drinking and slashing himself up with shards of glass. But he always followed them, yearning, needing what they 
had. 


Three days later, Nick was knocking back vodka in the hotel bar when he noticed Troy sloping off to his hotel 


room early, alone. Tail between his legs. Alone. Like Nick. 
Josh didn't return to the hotel that night. Nick knew this because he watched and waited. 


He knew he wasn't the only one to wait. 


